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his Staffordshire china cottages  (the largest  collection  in
England) and our wedding present silver all went in turn.
Not only were the work orders insufficiently paid, but some of
the worth-while ones that promised adequate remuneration
miscanied and left one stranded disconcertingly. For instance,
a reputedly wealthy woman was introduced by a mutual friend,
who gave me an order to do the head of her little girl. The
price was agreed upon for bronze. When the clay was finished
and the mother came to see it she was so pleased that she
decided to have it carved in marble. A bronze cast would
have taken a month. The marble carving took three. By
which time the child's parents were divorcing. I could get
no answer either from the one or the other ; I was left with the
marble on my hands for which the cost of the material only had
been paid. I could not sell the head, for it was a grimacing little
child, a real portrait, that no one would care to own in the
abstract.
On another occasion the life-sized half-figure in a great block
of marble of a very beautiful woman occupied months of my
time and remained ponderously on my hands, again with only
the cost of material paid. My beautiful sitter never married
the man who was supposed to pay! All my hours of work
went unrewarded. I would have given it to her rather than
have the portrait wasted, for it was a good likeness and she was
very charming, but she disappeared into the void, and so after
long waiting I finally presented it to my sister-in-law's husband
Colonel Hall-Walker (now Lord Wavertree) in repayment of a
debt.
There occurred a unique incident which cannot go un-
mentioned* Someone asked me to do the head of his child.
He said the advertisement should suffice in lieu of payment,
for she would shortly be coming " out/' and would be very
well known in society. He was sorry he could not afford to
pay, but he only had ten thousand a year! And because
I exclaimed, he added that he had three children to bring up.
I pointed out that I had to bring up two children on two
hundred and fifty. He waved my contention aside—every-
thing depended, he said, on how one was accustomed to live.
War taxes had reduced his income to this level, and he found
it not easily readaptable.

